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THE WEE WISDOM cLUB |\W 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER 


THEY VIOLATE THEIR CONSTITUTION 


‘~& O the new club was formed at Douglas Hall, 

ey) and the three Rivertown girls, Jane Kingsley, 

XS 7 | and Minnie Daggart composed the new di- 
vision. 

“I wish you would let me ask Alice Forbs to be- 

long,” Lois had said, as they were talking over the matter. 

“No, we mustn’t ask a single other person outside 
our five selves,” said Margaret with decision. “Because 
if we do we will have to take in at least eight or ten 
others—for we all have our special friends; and so 
many to begin with, when we don’t know ourselves what 
we want to do, might break up the whole idea. After 
we get started and everything is going smoothly, then 
we can ask the others to join.” 

“Well, if we aren’t going to ask them now, then 
don’t say a word about the club; ‘cause if they don’t 
know anything about it they won't ask to join—and I 
just couldn’t refuse Alice if she asked,” said Lois. 

“All right; not a word from any of us. When the 
time comes we will let all of them join that want to,” 
said Jane. 

“Well, May Cummings won’t want to, I can tell you 
that right here,” said Margaret; “and she won't let 
any of the other girls join either, if she can help it. 
She seems to have picked us five girls out as her special 
enemies. I’ll never forget how I felt, a few days after 
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school started, when I asked her if she wouldn’t come to 
our room and make us a call. She said, “Thank you, 
but I have so many old friends, that I can’t be bothered 
by making calls on new people; and I just made up 
my mind then and there, that she would never have an- 
other chance to snub me.” 

“She may have been rude to you, but you ought to 
have seen how she treated me when she thought I was 
going to be her room-mate,” answered Jane. ‘She never 
spoke to me unless she just had to; and when the other 
girls came in to see her she would whisper about me so 
that I could hear what she said—and it wasn’t com- 
plimentary either. I never was so unhappy in my life! 
And then Lois took pity on me, and—and—well, I can’t 
tell you what good times I have had ever since. I would 
rather be one of your crowd than be a senior!” 

“Oh, I'd rather be a senior than anything on earth!” 
exclaimed Sallie; and Margaret echoed, “So would I.” 

“Just because May Cummings has lots of money, 
and been to Europe twice, and keeps her own riding 
horse the other girls kotow to her; but J don’t, you can 
be sure. I always try to see how mean I can be to her, 
every time I get the chance; because she is a snob, and 
I hate snobs!” This was said by Minnie Daggart, who 
drew her black brows together in a regular imitation of 
a storm cloud. 

“She cheats in her spelling,” Lois announced; “but 
she can’t fool me as she does Miss Gates, ’cause I’m on 
to her, and I know how she does it. Yesterday she 
copied her figures from my paper, and she thought I 
didn’t know it. I never said a word about it to her, but 
I hate a cheat almost as much as a snob.” 

“Well, she won’t get an invitation from me to join 
the club;” Margaret took up the subject. “When we 
want to take in other members some of you can ask her, 
but I won’t; and I’d advise the rest of you not to, unless 
you want to get sat down on.” 

“T wouldn’t ask her for a farm, although she is a 
lot nicer to me now than when she thought I was to be 
her room-mate,” Jane said. 

“She is nice to me now; but I always keep remem- 
bering the disagreeable things she said to us when we 
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first started to school, and now I don’t feel like being 
nice to her. If neither Margaret nor Jane will ask her 
to join, then Sallie or Minnie will have to do it, for I 
shan’t.” 

“Girls,” said Sallie, “ I don’t want to preach—in- 
deed I don’t—and I’m not pretending that I am better 
than I am, or trying to make believe that I feel differ- 
ently to May than the rest of you, because I don’t. You 
remember when I got in her seat at chapel by mistake, 
and she said, ‘All new girls try to push themselves in 
where they aren’t wanted,’ and how angry I was. I feel 
just the same as the rest of you, but we couldn’t think 
of our club constitution, ‘More Love,’ and keep on feel- 
ing toward May the way we have done—now could we? 
Just think of what those words mean, and then of how 
we have been acting and talking! And instead of hunt- 
ing for the flowers in our kingdom, we have been search- 
ing out every old weed we could find; and ‘What ye 
seek for ye shall find.’ ” 

“For gracious sake,” exclaimed Lois, “stop! If you 
will only spare us the rest of the sermon we will plead 
guilty, and hold ourselves ready for the sentence of 
death. We know everything else you would say, or at 
least our imagination can picture it, and I won’t men- 
tion May’s name again except in words and tones of 
respect.” 

“I am always forgetting!” sighed Minnie. “I 
always have to be reminded of what is right, instead of 
thinking about it myself. I do honestly want to have 
‘more love’ for other people; but you see I have hated 
everybody and everything for so long that it is hard to 
get in the habit of thinking right.” As Minnie spoke 
she put her hand lovingly upon the little Unity pin she 
always wore. 

“May Cummings doesn’t want my love; but I have 
a mind to give it to her, whether she wants it or not—I 
might get even that way,” laughed Margaret. “At least 
I'll stop thinking how mean she was, and maybe that will 
help some.” 

Before the meeting adjourned Lois made each one 
promise to say nothing to any one about the club, and 
thus save complications. 
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This course may have saved complications, but it 
created an intense curiosity on the part of their class- 
mates, who were in a fever to know why the four room- 
mates and Minnie Daggart always secluded themselves 
in the North-dormitory room every Friday evening after 
school, and for an hour or more were not “at home” to 
their friends. 

“Come on, Lois,’ called Alice Forbs, as she and 
May Cummings were on their way to the domestic science 
room. “Miss Harshman has given May and me permis- 
sion to make fudge, and we'll let you share the fun.” 

Lois was about to accept with delight, but suddenly 
paused. “Oh, I can’t now; it’s Friday, and I’ve got to 
go to club.” 

“Club! why, what club?” both girls exclaimed in 
a breath. 

“I forgot—I should not have mentioned it. Don’t 
say a word to any one about it, and I'll tell you all there 
is to know soon’s I can.” 

Lois ran off, ashamed of herself, but determined to 
tell the club members as soon as possible how she had 
“let the cat out of the bag.” 

“T think it is real mean of Lois to have a club and 
not ask me to belong,” said Alice, so deeply hurt that 
she said, “Oh, I don’t want to make fudge. I’m going 
to my room and study; you can do as you please.” 

May stood still, staring at nothing in particular, 
but with her brain working very fast. Now maybe the 
unkind words of the Seek and Find Club were having 
their psychological effect upon her. Who can tell? Had 
they not violated their constitution when they indulged 
themselves in their remarks about her, who knows but 
what she would have acted differently just now? When 
several persons hold the same thought there is greater 
unity and more decided results than when but one per- 
son holds the same thought. Does this rule not work 
both ways—both for good and evil? May not the gossip’s 
tongue,. in company with others, create the very thing 
or conditions it describes—provided, of course, that the 
person under discussion allows himself to be affected ? 

Be that as it may, certain it is that this girl was 
angry and jealous toward the four room-mates, and this 
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seemed her chance to “get even.” ¢A club! secret soci- 
eties are forbidden at Douglas Hall; so these five girls 
were breaking the rules and thought no one would know 
about it! These new girls would step in, would they, 
and crowd out the old leaders (of whom she was one) 
and have everything their own way? Well, not if she 
could help it.” May resented the popularity of the 
North-dermitory girls, who stood high in their classes, 
were pleasant and accommodating, always ready to join 
in any fun or enterprise, and whose room was the most 
attractive and comfortable spot in the building. 


During recreation hours, when the weather pre- 
vented out-door exercise, this reom was always filled with 
a crowd of good-natured girls. The laughing, chatting 
kind found, Lois and Jane always ready for a romp; 
studious, ambitious ones discussed mathematics or physics 
with Margaret; while the bookworms and Sallie had a 
little corner all to themselves, where their favorites were 
talked over, pro and con. What happy times were spent 
thus! and May was the only girl who was never asked 
to partake of the pleasure. 

“Why don’t you ask May to come with ns?” Alice 
Forbs had once said. “She will help make the valen- 
tines, and she is awfully artistic.” 

“She wouldn’t come if I asked her, and I don’t enjoy 
having my invitations declined,’ answered Lois, with no 
thought of revenge, but with so decided a tone that Alice 
never suggested it again. 

Now as May stood in the hall thinking about the 
“secret society” she was uncertain whether to go into 
her room and talk it over with Alice, or go straight to 
Miss Harshman and “tell.” 

One of the most remarkable things in life is that 
when we allow temptation to enter our minds, and really 
take possession, we never need to go a single step out of 
our way to fall: the pit opens up, and in we tumble 
without any trouble at all on our part; in fact, we go 
in whether we want to or not, unless we are very, very 
strong. As May hesitated between right and wrong, be- 
tween revenge and attend-to-your-own-business, down 
the hall came Miss Harshman, and her question opened 
up the pit into which May fell—‘A penny for your 
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thoughts! What are,you thinking of with such a sober 
face?” 

“Miss Harshman, why can’t we have secret societies 
at Douglas Hall? They are such fun!” began May. 

The lady principal paused in surprise. “Dear me! 
is that question up again this year? I thought you all 
understood by this time what my objections are, and I 
did hope the matter was settled. They are not good for 
the school and they are not good for the pupils. Please 
do not ask permission to start one, for I am very decid- 
edly not in favor of them.” 

“I wasn’t really going to ask,’ answered the girl; 
“but as some of the girls have them, I did not see why 
you forbid the rest of us.” 

“What do you mean?” asked the principal, very alert. 

“T did not see why you should give the Rivertown 
girls permission, and forbid the older girls and those 
who have been-here longer. It is all right, though, and 
the rest of us feel that you have a good reason or you 
wouldn’t have done it.” 

And that was the reason the North-dormitory girls 
and Minnie Daggart were thrown into consternation 
when they were summoned to the office at seven o'clock 
that evening. 

“What ever have we done?” they asked one another. 

“Miss Harshman may just want to sce us about va- 
cation plans,” suggested Sallie. 

“Vacation plans’ in the office! Never! We are in 
for something hard, you mind my words. But I don’t 
care; let her scold,’ said Minnie. 5 

Jane was trembling and ready to cry, Margaret was 
white and very quiet, and Sallie was in a daze. 

“We haven't done a thing that we know of that is 
wrong, so it can’t be so serious; but even if it is, I know 
Miss Harshman is just, and she'll understand that we 
didn’t mean wrong—so I’m not afraid;” and Lois led the 
way down to the office, while the four others followed 
close behind. 

May Cummings, peeping over the banister, saw 
them go, and smiled to herself. An hour after she peeped 
over again and saw them leave; but by the light that 


streamed from the door she saw more than that: she saw 
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Miss Harshman kiss each of the girls—a rare mark of 
favor from the lady principal—and then, to her aston- 
ished ears, she heard Lois say, “ ‘More love,’ Miss Harsh- 
man—good-night,” and Miss Harshman answer back, 
“Good-night, my girls; ‘More love!’ and may you some 
day realize how much of real happiness you have given 
me in the last hour.” 

May Cummings went to bed and tried to piece out 
the puzzle. 


BUZZY'S STORY 


Mary Brewertron ve Wirt. 


Part IV 


JIE have had most exciting times of late. I have 
been wondering and wondering whether I was 
to live with Albert, as I told you; but no one 
seemed to know, and they kept forgetting to 
ask Albert’s mother. 

The day came when our flat became so empty of 
furniture that it seemed as if I could not bear it. I 
could not even find my bed. The big clothes basket had 
disappeared, but I comforted myself with the thought 
that it would come back to me; and sure enough in the 
evening I found a new bed, much nicer than the old one 
—a little low basket with a real pillow in it and a 
pretty blue spread. At night I lay down in it with great 
joy and satisfaction, but on the last evening I had to 
sleep in it out of doors. 

The day before leaving the flat I forgot my state- 
ments, or words of truth that would keep me from fear- 
ing things, so I kept close to Aunt Helen and Aunt Mary 
all day. 

In the evening they put on their wraps. I knew 
what that meant. 

I ran quickly to the door and put both of my paws 
up on the long glass and looked out. First they said, 
“OK, how cunning! See Buzzy.” Then—‘She wants 
to play outside. It’s such a nice evening, we'll let her.” 

“She'll only follow us!” cried Aunt Mary. 


| 
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Indeed, I had no idea of losing sight of my people, 
so she was quite right. When I ran alongside of them 
to the next house, and even the next, I heard Aunt Helen 
say, “She'll only follow us to the last house on this 
block.” 

Then they went on. I dashed ahead, past the houses 
to the curbing. It was getting dark; and as I stopped 
a second to look about me, my bells stopped ringing—the 
bells on my neck, I mean—so my two friends started 
across the street, thinking I had gone back. 

Oh, my! but what I saw before me! A lake it must 
have been, or river; nothing less than water on every 
side! Then for the first time that day, I remembered 
my words of truth. 

“I am brave! I am fearless!” I whispered to myself. 

Then I dashed bravely into that awful sea or lake, 
or whatever it was. In a second I was up to my neck in 
water. I never was in water like that before—or so 
much of it. I kicked out boldly and swam the stream. 

I held the true word, “God cares for me,” all the 
way across. I was so bewildered when I stood safe upon 
the other side, that all I could think of was making myself 
clean and dry. It came to me as in a dream that some 
one had said, “Poor Buzzy! Will she drown? No, Buzzy 
is swimming across.” Then a firm hand picked me up by 
the back of my neck, and some one ran very fast with 
me back to the house, holding me at arm’s length and 
speaking loving words all the way. 

Aunt Helen was calling out in the meanwhile, “Be 
careful; Buzzy is all muddy—your white dress, remem- 
ber!” 

I was set down gently on our back porch, and Aunt 
Mary disappeared at once. I think she must have run 
away from me. I did not try to follow that time. I like 
the back porch. Hours passed, though, before they came 
home. . 
When they reached home at ten o’clock in the even- 
ing, you would have been as surprised as they, no doubt. 

Aunt Helen unlocked the front door, and there I 
was safe in the house, ready to greet them both from 
the room that used to be the library; but even the book- 
case had disappeared now. 
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“Oh, my! Did you ever?” cried Aunt Mary, running 
to the kitchen door and finding that locked. ‘Why, 
Buzzy is wonderful; she can go through walls and closed 
doors.” 

They then looked at the windows. They were fast 
shut. I said nothing. It was great fun for me to see 
them both so mystified. 

I kept my secret well, but I will tell it now. Some 
people moved into the upper flat that very day, and while 
I was sitting on our front porch, where I had run to 
watch for my friends’ return, a big man came along and 
opened that door with a key. Then he started back and 
said, “Oh, this isn’t the place! It’s the other door.” 

I am very glad he did not see me. How could he 
know that it was my own home? 

When the two ladies had wondered about my getting 
inside, they set the table, and I knew then that I would 
have something too. Indeed, they never forget me! I 
had a nice saucer of milk and then went to bed. 

The question still puzzles me—Where am I going? 

I distinctly heard them say to-day, “No, poor Buzzy 
can’t go with us; it will be too far.” 

“But maybe we can take her in a basket,” remarked 
one. 

“In the baggage car!” said the other. 

“Is it expensive?” asked Aunt Mary. 

“I don’t think we’d better take her so far. We'll 
find a good home for her,” said Aunt Helen. 

“Where will it be?” that is my question. 

Until next time, best wishes from Buzzy. 


Ye Editor Says 

So many good things have come this month that Wee 
Wispom’s page-rooms cannot hold them: some of the 
dearest little stories—one a Woodsy Message from Purple 
Violet, another by Miss Shanklin, telling more about 
Basha of “The Treasure-Box,” and one from Lucy Kel- 
lerhouse. About a bushel of letters have come in the last 
few days. We'll have to choose the best and most inter- 
esting letters. Write and tell us which you enjoy most 
among those published this month. 
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CHILD-GARDENING 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 

A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children from 
three to six years of age, for the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—*'God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’”’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God's Gift of His Son’’—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON II. 


Subject: The Child, Jesus the Christ. 


Seed Thought: And the child grew strong and was 
filled with wisdor. 


Spiritual application to be made by the child: That 
Jesus the Christ was once just his size and age; that he 
loved to play and work just as other children do; that 
in all he did he was loving, kind, truthful, and obedient; 
that as he grew in strength and wisdom, so should all 
children grow. 

Point of Contact: Planting seeds. 


Did you ever plant any seeds? John says he has. 
Tell us about it, John. “My mama gave me some pansy 
seeds, and I planted ‘em my own self, in a big box. I 
put ‘em where the sun could shine on ’em and gave ’em 
a drink of water every day, and after a while they grew 
up into green plants and had pansy flowers on ’em.” If 
John never had seen seeds change into plants and flowers, 


WEE WISDOM ‘a 


it would be very hard for me to make him understand 
that such a thing could be done. Every springtime we 
watch these beautiful changes taking place, and when 
we stop to think about it, it is one of the most wonderful 
things in the world. Jesus used to love to watch this 
changing from seed to flower. He said, “Consider the 
lilies’—think about them. What he wants us to get 
is the wonderful story which the lily has to tell. There 
is only one way for us to get this story, and that is to be 
still—very still, and listen to the voice of God as he 
speaks to us through the pure, sweet flowers. 
Can you think of anything else that is like a seed? 

I heard a lady say— 

“A thought is a seed, and we always find 

That every seed bears fruit of its kind.” 


That means that just as sure as pansy seeds grow 
into pansy flowers, love-thought seeds grow into acts 
of love, which are love flowers. 

And now I’m going to tell you something that will 
make you so happy—something you'll want to remember 
always! It is this: The dear kind God has planted love 
seeds in your heart garden, and in my heart garden, and 
in everybody’s heart garden. Now we understand how 
the heart is the garden, the thoughts the roots, the words 
the flowers, and the deeds the fruits. 

We can keep these fragrant love flowers growing 
all the time, just by remembering that this is true, by 


-watering them every day with plenty of love, and by 


keeping out all unkind thoughts—which are like the 
weeds. 


THE LESSON STORY 


The story to-day is about a little child who never 
forgot one single time about the love seeds. He came 
into the world just on purpose to show us how to take 
care of them You are right, Jessie—‘‘the Christ child” ; 
the same Christ child who was born in the manger, the 
same baby Christ who went with Joseph and Mary into 
Egypt; the same Jesus the Christ who “came to show 
all people how to help and how to love.” 

Mary, Joseph, and Jesus lived in Egypt two or three 
years, then the good Voice told them that they need not 
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stay there any longer; so they went to their beautiful 
home in Nazareth. 

Many pretty stories or legends, written long ago, 
are told about Jesus when he was a little boy. These 
stories are not in the Bible, but are in a book called the 
“Apocrypha.” One of these stories tells about Mary 
and the child Jesus as they came home from a walk 
among the hills of Nazareth. Through his workshop 
window they could see Joseph at his work. He was 
hunting among the shavings for something. Before 
Joseph knew the 
child was there, 
Jesus stood beside 
him. “Here is thy 
block of wood, fath- 
er,’ he said, as he 
laid the missing 
block in Joseph’s 
hand. 

“Dear child!” 
said the old man, 
“how didst thou 
know what I was 
seeking?” 

“Our Father told 
me,” was the reply. 
Then he said: “Let 
me drive the nails 
in the bench, fath- 
er.” 

“No, no; I fear 


thou wouldst bruise thy hand.” 

“Try me,” pleaded Jesus. “I will not drive a nail 
of my wisdom alone, yet my own hands shall do the 
work.” 

Quite happy, the child worked. He was not hasty, 
nor yet was he too slow. Not once did the hammer miss 
a nail, and before Mary’s sweet voice called, the bench 
stood before them complete. 

“Surely thou shalt be a master builder one day,” 
said the delighted Joseph. 

‘ This little story shows how in everything Jesus let 
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the Christ child within him point the way. He loved the 
mountains, the trees, the song birds and the flowers, but 
most of all he loved God’s children; and that which he 
loved most to do was to show them how to live the life 
God gave them. Knowing this is called “wisdom.” 

The body of Jesus grew every day, just as your body 
is growing, and at the same time wisdom was growing 
within him. As the wisdom of him grew he would tell all 
people about it, so that the wisdom in them would grow. 

From the lesson, then, we have learned that wisdom 
is knowing how to live the life God gave us. And for 
every step of the way we have a perfect pattern to go 
by—Jesus the Christ, who is always loving, truthful, and 
obedient. He doesn’t want us to carry around with us 
long, sober faces either. He said that he came to bring 
us joy; that he wanted us to be full of joy, and that 
we should let it shine out all around us. 

Look at the picture story. Think of the joy and 
love within, and about how Jesus the Christ grew each 
day in body and in wisdom, just as he wants us to grow. 

God is love, and God is wisdom. Jesus the Christ is 
like God, and is a part of him. You and I are all this too, 
because we are made like God and because Jesus the 
Christ is our brother. Look at the picture again and hear 
him say, “I and the Father are one,’ “I am the light of 
the world,” “Ye are the light of the world.” 


MEMORY VERSE. 

Jesus is our perfect pattern; 
He will show us just the way 

We’re to love and help each other 
Every hour of the day. 

Let us sing Margaret Brown’s beautiful song story 
about the seed: 

“Shiny brown seed, tiny brown seed, 
Into the ground you must go, 

Out of the light; you need not fear— 
Mother Earth’s waiting below. 

Come, little plant, creeping out of your shell, 
Reach from the darkness below; 

Stretch your green hands up to the light. 
Sunshine will help you to grow. 
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“I am a child, happy and strong, 
Just coming into the light, 
Like a wee plant, winsome and sweet, 
Laughing at raindrops so bright; { 
Only a little child, active with life, 
Playing in sunshine and glow. 
Jesus is near, loving and dear; j 
Jesus will help me to grow.” 


a a 
EPISTLES A 


Snohomish, Wash. 

My Dear Wee Wisvom—Please find inclosed fifty cents to 
renew our friendship for another year. Also please change the 
address to my little boys Warren and Iver Iverson. I think 
Wee Wisvom and my little boys will be better friends if she 
comes directly to them in the future. We all like her very 
much, as we are very fond of little “Wees.” In our home the 
dear little Wees are almost grown up. We have three good, 
strong, loving boys, sixteen, eleven, and nine years young. They 
would like to have a little sister very much. Our second little 
boy has written to Santa to bring us a real baby on Christmas. 
I do trust his wishes will be granted some time in the near fu- 
ture. I do all I can to encourage his love for God and humanity. 
We also have Unity in our home. We think Unity and Wee 
Wisvom are both the dearest little magazines! We enjoy 
“Blanche’s Bible Lessons” very much; they are a great help 
to us in many ways. Wee Wispom’s Christmas number has a 
story of the birthplace of the Infant Jesus, so beautifully de- 
scribed by Imelda Octavia Shanklin in “The Story of the Star.” 


We love to read the story, And when in scenes of glory 
Because we know ’tis true; We see the precious form 

It satisfies our longings. Of Jesus in the manger, 
As nothing else will do. Whom we have loved so long. 


We love to dream the story; We love to tell the story; 
More wonderful it seems *Tis pleasant to repeat 

Than all the worldly fancies, What seems, each time we tell it, 
Or all our golden dreams. More wonderfully sweet. 
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I will close, wishing all Wee Wisvom’s friends a very Merry 
Christmas and a very Happy New Year! Mrs. I. C. Iverson. 


{ Brookline, Mass. 
Dear Were Wisvom—I have not written you since I have 
received your lovely books. I am nine years old and am in 
j the fourth grade at school. We live upon a hill and it is very 
beautiful. I have a dear sister and a dear brother. We are 
| all interested in all the little Wees’ letters. We have a very 


fine French bulldog. His name is “Beauty,” and he is a beauty. 
I have had a fine Christmas and hope all the Wees have too. 
Sincerely yours, ‘atharine Robbins. 
Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Were Wispom—My grandma has Wee Wispom sent 
to me. I like it very much. The Christ-child song I can play 
on my piano. I am a little girl eight years old. My mama 
died three years ago. I live with my grandma and grandpa. 
I have a little sister three years old; her name is Vivian May 
Gough. My name is Zona Gay Gough. 


WHAT THE APPLE TOLD LAWRENCE 
I’m just a nice red apple, 
Tho’ I’m very hard and small, 
And they didn’t find me growing 
In the corner of some wall; 


But I grew out in the sunshine, 
On a little apple twig, 

And they put me in a cellar 
That wasn’t very big; 


Till a boy came down and got me, 
And polished me, and said: 

i “T’ll take you up to Lissie, 

And put you on her bed.” 


And now my story’s o’er; 

It has never been told before, 
And you will have to tell the rest, 
For f have done my very best. 


By Lawrence B. Brooks, a Wee Wisvom subscriber, aged 
eight years, of Garrison, Kans. 
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Imperial, Cal. 
Dear Were Wisvom—This is my first letter to you. I am 
in the third grade at school. I am eight years old. I have 
a little brother three and a half years old, named Clare. I 
enjoy reading Were Wispom very much. I will close, with love 
to all. Irving R. Funk. 


Plymouth, Kans. 
Dear Aunt May—How are you? I thank you for the little 
book (Wee Wispom). I am learning a piece in it. The title 
of the piece is “Who Gave Us Christmas?” We are going to 
have a program at the church on Christmas eve. This is all 
now. Ethel Hadley. 


Calabar, Mont. 

Dear Wees—I have taken Wee Wisvom for a long time, 
and this is my first letter. I go to school every day; I have 
not missed a day. I am ten years old, and in the sixth grade. 
I like my teacher fine. There are five pupils in our school; | 
think we will have six in a few days. My teacher’s name is 
Miss M. C. Peterson. I am four feet, two inches high; our 
teacher is only a few inches higher than I am. We have a 
pet dog. Her name is Peggy; it is rather an odd name. I| 
have a horse; his name is Pappoose. He is white all over, 
except a black mane, tail, and forelock. He had a bone in 
his foot, but we got it out. He is getting better now. We 
have three pigs; they are red and just as quiet as can be. 
They are only two months old. I love to ride horseback. I 
have rode ever since I was four years old. I live in the Bad 
Lands of Montana, on a ranch. It is twenty-one miles from 
Miles City. I want some of the Wees to write to me. I will 
close, as my letter is getting long. 

Yours truly, Johanna Dunlap. 

P. S. Here is a picture of a pig I drew. I hope to see 

my letter in print. 


[Johanna’s pig is first rate, but drawn with a pencil, and 
so we could not reproduce it.—Ed.] 


Oakland, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I like your little book very much. I 
have a little brother, and he enjoys the stories too. 
Your loving Wee, Prudence Cushman. 


| 
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Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending you this little story I 
wrote when I was nine years of age. Helen Gesseaume. 
THE HUNGRY BIRDS 
One cold winter morning a group of hungry sparrows 
were in a yard. A little girl looked out of the window. She 
went to the bread box and got some crumbs. She opened the 


- window and threw them out. The birds were very glad. 


When summer came they came to the little girl’s house and 
sang a song. The little girl was glad that she had fed them. 


Wilbraham, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI was well remembered at Christmas. 
We had the most beautiful day to-day that we’ve had for a 
time. I am fourteen in February. We have a man teacher 
now; he is right jolly. My kind friend 
Mrs. H. M. Schoepf sent me Wee Wispom 
for the third year for a Christmas present. 
I got a fine box of paints for Christmas. 
I shall use them for painting pretty pic- 
tures. I have a friend—Mildred Cooley— 
who might subscribe for Wee Wisposr this 
year. I am in the eighth grade. My sister 
and I have over two miles to go to school. 
I have a new classmate in the neighborhood, of my own age, 
named Edith Powell. 
With love to all the little Wees, Helen E. Hardy. 


Manhattan, Kans. 
Dear Were Wispom—tThis is the first time I have ever 
written to you, and I like you very much. There are many 
nice stories, and I like Mrs. Blanche’s Bible Lessons too. My 
elder sister and I sang the little duet on-the back of ‘Thanks- 
giving Wee Wispom at our schoolhouse on Thanksgiving. All 
thought it very pretty. I have marked the book that I want 
on the back of your letter, and thank you for your kind offer. 
Your loving Wee, Mildred Powers. 
P. S—I have inclosed one half dollar for Wee Wispom’s 
traveling expenses another year. 


Denver, Colo. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am very fond of horses, and I 
liked “God’s Gift of the Horse” very much, and I mean that 


| 
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I shall have one some day. Once I went to a little horse-show, 
and there was a blind pony led onto a seesaw by a little dog, 
and the pony stood in the middle, balancing it. I am nine 
years old. I like Wee Wispom very much, and want to take 
it as long as I can. 

Your true friend, Margaret V. Severn. 


[Since Margaret failed to send her street address, we are 
unable to send her the extra Wee Wispom.—Ed.] 


Crockett, Cal. 

Dear Wert Wispom—I will tell you how I spent my Christ- 
mas vacation. We all went up to Ukiah the Monday before 
Christmas; my uncle lives there. He does not live in town— 
oh, no! he lives in the mountains. He has a big piece of land 
there, and so has my father. He lives about 15006 feet above 
town and nine miles from town. We did not ride up there on 
the road; we_walked up. We started at eight o’clock from the 
hotel, and they started at seven o’clock from home. We met 
on the trail near an old Indian camp. There my uncle chopped 
some wood and made a camp fire. My auntie had brought 
coffee and sandwiches with her, so we had our breakfast there. 
When breakfast was over we went home over the trail. We had 
a good time. My little cousin Nicky has a big black and white 
cat. We met her coming home; she was waiting for us. We 
stayed there three days. We slept on an open porch and saw 
the sun rise in the morning. It was a very pretty sight. The 
sky was red and the mountains were dark green. It was not 
at all cold there; it was rather warm. I will inclose a verse 
that I have made myself. 


SPRING 
One day when the sun was out very bright, 
A little plant said, “Oh, look at the light! 
Spring has come and the earth is green, 
And birds are everywhere to be seen.” 


The little birds sing in the boughs of the trees, 
And there’s lots of work for the honey bees. 
Oh, birds and bees and flowers fair, 

I see you, see you everywhere! 


I send my love to all the Wees. 
Your loving Wee, Minnie Van Huizen. 


| 
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Trenton, N. J. 
Dear Were Wispom—Last June some one gave you to me, 
and I love you so much that I want you as a Christmas present 
to visit a teacher who has a room full of little foreign children. 
She likes the stories so much, that if you come to Mrs. Julia 
Hutchenson, 924 West State St., Trenton, N. J., she will take 
you to school with her for the poor little children that do not 
have as much to enjoy as some of us Wees. I am sending your 
traveling expenses so you can start with the December copy, 
for there is so much I think is beautiful in it. I am going to 
recite “Who Gave Us Christmas?” at our Sunday-school enter- 
tainment; we all like it so much. With love to all the dear 
Wees, and wishing you all a Merry Christmas and a Happy 

New Year, Yours truly, Marjorie Brampton. 


[Marjorie has done a lovely thing for these little children 
in sending Wee Wispom to teach them how to be well and wise 
and loving. Maybe some of us can help along too, by sending 
some of our good books to this kind teacher whose address is 
given in the letter. Ye Editor will start in with sending 
“Love’s Roses” and “Wee Wisdom’s Way” for these little ones. 
—Ed.] 


Fondis Colo. 
Dear Were Wispom—I enjoy reading you so much. I want 
you again, so am sending traveling expenses for another year. 
I have one new subscriber. I am twelve years old and in ihe 
seventh grade. To-morrow night we are going to have a 
Christmas program and a tree at school. All the pupils are 
going to speak pieces. We have several dialogues and songs 
also. I will close now, wishing all the Wees a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year! 
Your devoted reader, Emma D. Woodard. 


[We are glad to welcome Emma’s friend to our WEE 
Wispom family, and we wish you all success in bringing in 
new members.—Ed. | 


Kiester, Minn. 
Dear Were Wisvom—I have read you, dear little Wee Wis- 
pom, since August last, and could not resist it any longer to 
write to you to tell you how much [ love you. Well, to introduce 
my little self, I am eleven years old, in the sixth grade in school, 
also take piano music; live in a small town on the straight 
route to Chicago. I have a sister eight, and a big brother 
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fifteen years old; both take music. Wish to correspond with 
some of the little sisters. I think the “Wee Wisdom Club” 
is so interesting! If I escape the waste basket this time, will 
call again. Good-by. 

From your loving Wee, Dorothy Evwall. 


Denver, Colo.* 
Dear Editor—As we have been enjoying Wee Wispom for 
eight years now, and would like to have her again for another 
year, we send you fifty cents in stamps for traveling expenses. 
As my sister would like to have the paper in her name, please 
change it to Ella P. Curtz (same address). I agree with you 
that the letters should be 
made more interesting. I 
am sending you a drawing 
of our state flower, the col- 
umbine. It is a beautiful 
plant, the flowers having 
purple petals, with white 
inner petals and a yellow 
center. It is a wild flower and grows in the mountains. Den- 
ver is getting to be a beautiful city. The Electric Building, 
just completed, is the most wonderful of its kind in the world. 
The entire outside walls are set with thousands of electric 
lights, which in the evening form an amazing spectacle. A 
new post-office, to be built of white marble and costing two 
million dollars, is in process of construction. Countless other 
improvements now under way will soon make it one of the 
finest cities in the world. We are also having the warmest 
winter in forty years. The sun shines warm and bright every 
day, and we have had no snow except once or twice when it 
melted as fast as it fell. It looks much as though Santa will 
have to resort to an aeroplane this year. I wish you all a 
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year! 


Your friend Bothilda E. Curtz. 


[We are very glad to have our growing-up Wees continue 
their interest in Wee Wispom and lend a hand to help the 
little brothers and sisters. Bothilda has always been through- 
out her eight years’ association with Wee Wispom an active 
and helpful member of the Wisdom family, and we feel very 
sure Ella will not fall a whit behind. We shall still count on 
‘Bothilda’s giving us a lift now and then—Ed.] 
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Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Were Wispom—lI like your little monthly paper very 
much, and I am glad when the postman brings it. I read the 
story of “Hickory, Dickory, Dock,” and “The Kind Family,” 
and “The Story of the Star,” and “Christmas ‘Tide,” and a 
‘great many others, but I cannot name them all. I play and 
sing the music in WEE Wispom. 


Yours truly, Eleanor Smith. 


Partridge, Kans. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I am a boy eleven years old, and 
I live on Highland View Farm. It is a farm of 240 acres, 
‘and is four miles from Partridge. I have two older broth- 
,ers that go to high school. Their names are Reowles and Wil- 
lard. Since they are away to school 1 will have to help papa 
‘with the work more. I walk two miles and a quarter to school. 
_I like my teacher fine. Her name is Miss Lizzie Lincheid. 
I am in the eighth grade at school. I expect to pass the ex- 
amination in the spring of 1912. I like to go to school. I sit 
_with Frank Adams at school, and I think he is a pretty nice 
‘seat-mate. We have a pet dog we call Leader. He is a full- 
_blood Scotch Collie, and I think he is one of the family. I 
| have six cats. One is all white, but a little black on its head 
and on its tail. I think I have enough cats. Well, I must 

‘close. Sending all the love this envelope will carry, I am, 
Tyson V. Anderson. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Wert Wisvom—This is my first letter to you. I am 
nine years old, and I am in the fourth grade at school. I 
have taken you for seven months. Yesterday I was at my 
grandma’s house, and I was running down the hill and I fell 
down and skinned my arm and leg in three places. I would 
not let them put anything on it, and I said, “God would make 
it well,’ and now it is pretty near well. I said, “I know 
it.” My grandma and mother take Unity. My grandma’s 
name is Mrs. Parish. She lives in Edendale, L. A., Cal. I go 
there very often. I have a big doll about three feet and four 
inches high. One day I broke her head, and now she is get- 
ting fixed. I named her Martha Lillian Mead. Love to all 

the Wees. Ruby Lucile Mead. 


i 
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ONE OF “THESE LITTLE ONES” 


This is a picture of Marian Elaine Rinehart, who has not 
yet been in this world three years. She is a wise little woman, 
and is very partial to Scripture verses. She was much pleased 
the first time she heard David quoted in the words, “Bless the 
Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits.” Being a 
better metaphysician than David, she gives it, “B’ess de Lawd, 
O my soul, and I get all his benefits.” 

She changes a great many of the verses to agree with the 
wisdom that is revealed to babes; or it may be that this is 
the way they speak in that other world where she lived before 
she came to make us glad. 


24 
ae 
| | 
| | 
| 
| 
i 
| 
i | 
| 


WEE WISDOM 25 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 7, February 12 
ELIJAH’S VICTORY OVER THE PROPHETS OF 
BAAL—I Kings 18: 25-39. ° 

Golden Text: “Choose you this day whom ye will serve.” 
—Josh. 24:15. 

All the lessons this month are aboui the. great prophet 
Elijah. In to-day’s story we learn how Eiijah proved that his 
God was the true God. The prophets of the god Baal could 
not get him to answer prayer, although they tried hard all 
day. But Jehovah answered Elijah’s earnest prayer, and the 
people were convinced that Jehovah was the true God. 

How can we prove to others and to ourselves that the 
God we worship is the true God? Will the great Universal 
Spirit—the All Good—Love and Life—answer prayer? Cer- 
tainly, if we have learned the right way to pray. 

Prayer is earnest desire, and the way to pray is as if we 
had already received that which we want. For instance, if we 
pray, “Dear Father, give me health,’ that means that we lack 
health; that it is not ours. We know that health is ours, if we 
will only open our inner eyes and see it. The real of us—the 
Spirit—has health. So you see how foolish it is to ask for 
health when we have it. 

The true way, when we know that health is ours—and yet 
do not seem to show it outwardly—is to acknowledge it. Say, 
“God is my health,” and then we will begin to feel it, for we 
are giving it a chance to show itself. Before, we denied it and 
would not let it help us. 

Our God will always answer that sort of prayer, and our 
bright, healthy, happy selves will be proof that the Spirit 
within us is the true, Almighty God. 


Lesson 8, February I9 
ELIJAH’S FLIGHT AND RETURN—I Kings 19: 1-16. 
Golden Text: “They that wait upon the Lord shall renew 
their strength.”—Isa. 40:31. 
In to-day’s lesson we find that even the great prophet 


| 
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Elijah sometimes became discouraged. He became so discon- 
solate that he even asked the Lord to let him die. ‘That, how- 
ever, was not according to the plan of Spirit, and so Elijah 
regained his courage and went on. 

We too—all of us—sometimes get discouraged and down- 
hearted. This seems queer when we know the truth which 
should keep us happy all the time. There are many reasons 
why we get off the track, or out of harmony. Sometimes we 
forget to follow the voice within, thinking we can guide our- 
selves best; sometimes we say that which we know is not 
true of ourselves, and sometimes we let in thoughts the oppo- 
site of love and life. 


All these things we know bring their own punishment, be- 
cause they are in direct disobedience to the great law of Spirit. 
It is not God the good who punishes, but ourselves, who, know- 
ing better, still do these things. ‘The result of these mistakes 
is discomfort and a general all-wrong feeling. 

When such a condition comes upon us, let us waste no 
time moping or crying. If we have been so foolish as to bring 
these things upon ourselves, we know a way to get rid of them, 
and the very best thing we can do is to set about righting 
ourselves. 4 

The first step is to get feet and hands—every part of us— 
perfectly still; then we can begin to say over and over, “I am 
God’s obedient child. Wisdom guides and protects me, and I 
love everybody.” If we say this over earnestly enough we will 
soon begin to feel calm and happy and full of love, and when 
our silent prayer is over we will wonder how we ever could 
have gone so far off the track. 


Lesson 9, February 26 
ELIJAH MEETS AHAB IN NABOTH’S VINEYARD.— 
I Kings 21: 11-20. 
Golden Text: “Take heed, and beware of covetousness.” 
—Luke 12:15. 


How many of us know what covetousness is? When we 
want something which belongs rightfully to some one else— 
that is covetousness. 

The king Ahab coveted a vineyard which belonged to a 
good man named Naboth. Ahab’s wife had Naboth killed, and 
then Ahab took possession of the vineyard. But God sent 
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Elijah his prophet to Ahab, to tell him that he would die in 
the very spot where Naboth was killed. So you see Ahab did 
not take much pleasure in the vineyard he had coveted. 

Covetousness is one of the most foolish of sins. Suppose 
your friend has something which you admire very much. 
Where do all things come from? From God, the great source, 
do they not? Then if both of you draw from the Spirit, is 
there any reason why one should have more good than the 
other? There is not. God is our supply, and if we do not 
forget this, what is ours—or is for us—will come to us. We 
do not all get exactly the same things at the same time, because 
we do not need the same things. But we get what is right for 
us to have, if we claim it from Spirit. ; 

If a thing is not for us we do not want it, because it can 
only bring unhappiness. So you see there is no reason for 
wanting that which belongs to another. Other people’s be- 
longings are nothing to us. ‘They would not even have the 
power to make us happy, no matter how much we think they 
might; for all happiness comes from the Spirit and from the 
things which are rightfully ours. 

Whenever we find ourselves coveting our neighbor’s pos- 
sessions let us say to ourselves, “God is my supply, and I want 
only those things which belong to me.” Then only those things 
which will make us happy will come our way. 


Lesson 10, March 5 
ELIJAH GOES UP BY A WHIRLWIND INTO 
HEAVEN—II Kings 2:1-11. 

Golden Text: “Enoch walked with God: and he was not; 
for God took him.”—Gen, 5:24. 

Elijah obeyed God. He was faithful to him, and at last 
was taken up in a chariot of fire to heaven. 

Heaven is within each of us, isn’t it? It is the City of 
Peace. It is that quiet place inside where the Spirit, or Christ, 
dwells. We all want to go to heaven, do we not? We can see 
that it is not necessary to die and take a long journey io get 
to heaven, when it is within us. 

Living in heaven simply means this: always being peace- 
ful and loving and happy and healthy; always having plenty 
of everything we need. Wouldn’t that be heaven? 

The way to get to heaven and stay there is by obeying the 
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voice within; learning the truth about ourselves and practic- 
ing it; having a quiet time each day when we say, “I am God’s 
perfect child and I am led by the Christ within me”; by talk- 
ing and thinking of love, peace, and health, instead of the lack 
of them. 

Elijah got into heaven by obeying God. We can get there 
the same way, for God is the still small Voice within that will 
guide us if we will but listen. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE PINK FLOWER VALENTINE 


T was the night before that she got the idea. 
They had all been talking about the valentine 
boxes they were going to have at school, when 
suddenly it occurred to her. “Mother, folks 

give valentines to people they love, don’t they?” 

“Yes, dearie.” 

Still she was not satisfied. 

“Mother, do you ever get valentines?” 

Mother laughed. They have a way, mothers have, 
of laughing at queer things. 

“T used to, girlie, long ago; very gorgeous ones, 
too—all lacey and fine; but now I get much better ones, 
although I cannot show them as you can yours. Mine 
are love thoughts and they come from Daddy and 
Brother, and you, little daughter, send me lovely big 
warm ones.” 

This was all very well; but after she was tucked 
into bed she lay thinking a long time. Of course every- 
body sent mother love thoughts. How could they help 
it, when she was so sweet and pretty? But wouldn’t it 
be a bit nicer to send her a real sure-’nuff valentine along 
with the love thought, just to remind her and keep her 
happy all day long? 

Valentine morning was so beautiful. When she 
jumped out of bed and ran to the window the whole 
world was white with snow, and the sun made it glisten 
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and dance with glee. After breakfast when she was 
ready for school, she went upstairs and came down with 
something hidden under her coat. It was her bank, and 
she jingled it merrily all the way to school. At noon 
she took the long way home and went by all the store 
windows looking for the very prettiest valentine. 

At last she stopped in front of a window full of 
the most beautiful pink flowers. ‘““Wouldn’t it be lovely 
to get one for mother! She just loves flowers”—and 
with that she knocked the snow off her rubbers and went 
into the store. 

“Mister,” she said, holding out her bank to the man 
who came forward, “do you think there is enough money 
in there to buy my mother a pink flower valentine?” 

He took the bank and shook it gravely. “Pink 
flower valentines cost a great deal,” he said; “but by 
the sound there is about enough here.” 

She held her breath while he opened the bank and 
counted the pennies. After ages of waiting he decided 
that there was enough, and gave her the flower wrapped 
in tissue paper. 

The bank did not jingle on the way home, but she 
didn’t miss it, for her heart felt warm and there seemed 
to be music everywhere. She stopped long enough to 
tear a piece of paper from her tablet, and holding it 
against a post, write in her broad baby hand—‘To 
Mother.” 

Of course she didn’t sign her name. People never 
did to valentines. 

She got into the house without uny one seeing her, 
and laid the flower by mother’s plate on the dining table. 

It was worth the jingling of all the banks in the 
world to see mother’s face when she saw her valentine. 
It was a strange thing that, after she read her name on 
it, she should turn and take her little daughter in her 
arms. It must have been because she was nearest. 

How happy and proud mother was, and how she 
told everybody about her valentine! How sweetly she 
sang at her work, and how bright the house seemed. 
Even Aunt Sophia, who came that afternoon, said she 
did believe that if there was a bit of sun anywhere it 
would find its way into that house; and mother asked 
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her if she didn’t think pink flower valentines sort of 
drew the sunbeams. 

That night after Daddy heard about the valentine 
he was very tender and quiet. He looked at mother a 
great deal, and said her cheeks were just the color of 
the valentine. He held his little girl on his lap all 
evening, and kissed her ever so many times as mother 
took her off to bed. 

Just as she was dropping off to sleep—with a Voice 
singing in her heart—she thought chat it was just the 
loveliest thing in the world to give valentines to one’s 
mother. 


The Little Children in Japan 


The little children in Japan 
Are fearfully polite. 
They always thank their bread and milk 
Before they take a bite, 
And say, “You make us most content, 
Oh, ltonorable nourishment!” 


The little children in Japan 
Don’t think of being rude; 
“Oh, noble, dear mama,” they say, 
“We trust we don’t intrude’— 
Instead of rushing in to where 
All day their mother combs her hair. 


The little children in Japan 
With toys of paper play, 
And carry paper parasols 
To keep the rain away. 
And when you go to see, you'll find 
It’s paper walls they live behind. 
—Contributed by a friend. 


February is the last winter month. Birds, flowers, 
and happy hearts make spring. The birds and flowers 
are preparing to come, and as we always have happy 
hearts, Wee Wispom will bring the spring at her next 
call. Can you think of another gift that would be as 
welcome? 
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Truth’s Valentine to All 


Love most tender, Love most sweet, 
Love unfailing, Love complete, 
Filling, as the day with light, 
All the empty voids of night; 
Quick’ning as the pulse of spring, 
Barren hope to living thing; 
Filling, shining, thrilling, warming 
Every heart, and in each forming 
Joy divine, which doth fulfill 
Love’s completeness—God’s sweet will. 
This my valentine to thee— 
This the Truth that makes you free! 


4%” IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK atthe end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you, 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 

* * * * oe 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 
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Up-te-Now Pandora’s Box 


Emma Harrineton 


Across the couch slipped the Wonder Book, 
While o’er Dora’s face came a gloomy look, 
As she remarked, in a mournful tone, 

“I wish Miss Pandora’d left that box alone— 
Or at least had slammed the old lid back 

In time to keep in the trouble of lack. 


“Of all the troubles that seem least funny 

Is that common trouble—the lack of money, 
When we want to help fill Old Santa’s pack 
With gifts till it almost breaks his back, 

And on Valentine’s day love’s symbols to send 
To all of our dear ones and every friend.” 


But if there’s no lack in the love we feel, 

We'll sure find the symbol, for Love’s the real. 
Then why can’t each knowing girl and boy 

Just keep a chest full of love and joy? 

And scattering these treasures would be a fine way 
To make all the vear ’round St. Valentine’s day. 
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